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shared by every German officer and soldier with whom I have
discussed it.

"%ero Hour, by Grabenhorst, possesses much merit from a
psychological standpoint, but its author perpetually irritates me.
e What a fine fellow am I,* says he, and then delivers himself as
a Pharisee did in regard to a publican.

" C. E. Montague, especially in his Fiery Particles, with a rare
and delightful pen has contributed some of the best war sketches.
Rough Justice shows a keen insight, and in the dexterity of his
Particles the author fully succeeds in making the reader experience
again fear of the unknown and the atmosphere of wet Flanders*
fields.

" A recent publication is called Not so Quiet. There is a film
of the same name, whose promoters had the ill-taste to flood the
streets with sandwichmen dressed in the khaki of the War. The
police intervened, and I wish they had powers to detain the
author of this maudlin hysterical nonsense. WAAC, whose author
apparently wants the royalties without incurring the censorship
of publicity and veils her name behind anonymity, is only fit for
the sewage of literature and is not sufficiently inviting to commend
itself even to the prurient. No woman has yet given us a war
book worthy of the service of her sex.

" Journey's End, within the obvious limitations of the stage, is
a perfect picture of an hour or more somewhere on the Western
Front, though within my experience the chief character is
overdrawn. The beauty of this play lies in the portrayal of
Raleigh and Osborne, faithful reproductions from any battalion
on any part of the British front. After the play, the novel dis-
appointed me, Philip Gibbs, now years ago, in his book Reality
of War, gave us a book which, though equalled, has not been
excelled. And I turn from Philip Gibbs to the military im-
possibility of Suspense, with its overdrawn characters purporting
to be the truth, but in fact wild fiction. At the theatre I wanted
to stand up and shout, e Make a raid instead of swilling rum !
. . . Countermine ! * But these puppets played with funk,
mitigated by rum, for hours, in a situation where British
soldiers would have followed the suggestions which an appreci-
ation of fine acting prevented me from shouting from my
stall.

<c Richard Aldington's Death of a Hero is magnificent in some
of its passages, and I like War is War because there is a whim-
sicality in its pages. Her Privates We tells of war in zM its stark